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on the beach, holding there some soldiers who stayed. The enemy's
fire was so heavy that only God's grace saved us from hurt.
The people who were retreating came to a trench which was at
the entrance to Santo Domingo street, where a culverin was planted.
Among them was also the enemy's sergeant major and about twenty
of his company who (p. 5) entered the trench along with ours and
were not recognized, nor did they make themselves known. They
carried pikes and halberds. The governor had remained behind in
the trench at the Galeta and had gathered up the men who kept
their positions there. He sought to lead them to the Santo Domingo
trench and as he approached he said to those with him: 'Why
didn't you make a stand, like these men here?' As he said this these
English attacked and fell upon him. He turned his horse on them
and then made off in great danger. The sergeant major recounts this
frequently in his conversations.
The enemy was advancing along the beach. I found that I had
lost the governor, and in seeking him I came upon a trench on the
beach in a street adjacent to Santo Domingo. There I found the
guidon and the campmaster and some few horse. I asked them for
the governor but they knew nothing of him. I suggested that we
should seek him. Arriving at the Santo Domingo trench, being a
little in advance as we came upon the trench, and seeing men in it,
I supposed that they were friends and said: 'Let us fire on that haste,
brothers.' Entering into the trench, as day broke I recognized that
they were enemies and pricked up my horse and by using my lance
was able to ride on. The blows which the enemy's pikes dealt me
left marks upon my cuirass. Pedro de Coronado, a page (?), who was
near me, found himself in the same danger but got through. He
received a pike wound from which he came near dying. Campmaster
Alvaro de Mendoza was following us and the sergeant major
seized the reins of his horse, for (he says) he thought that he was the
governor. The horse swung completely around and struck the
sergeant major with his flank, throwing him to the ground, and so
the good old man escaped with a pike-wound in his face. The rest
got away in another direction.
The enemy's troop advanced along the beach (p. 6) and when they
came up to a shrine which is on the shore at the water's edge they
entered the city by a street leading to the cathedral and halted in
the marketplace.
Captain Martin Polo was advised of the loss of the city and came
in with fifteen soldiers. The rest of his men had removed themselves
to a distance. He took up a position on San Francisco bridge and